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Recalls him,, the sole cMef withont a blot,

No more a pallid image and a dream,

But as he dwelt with men decorously supreme.

2.

Our grosser minds need this terrestrial hint

To raise long-buried days from tombs of print:

" Here stood he," softly we repeat,

And lo, the statue shrined and still

In that gray minster-front we call the Past,

Feels in its frozen veins our pulses thrill,

Breathes living air and mocks at Death's deceit.

It warms, it stirs, comes down to us at last,

Its features human with familiar light,

A man, beyond the historian's art to kill,

Or sculptor's to efface with patient chisel-blight.

3.

Sure the dumb earth hath memory, nor for naught

Was Fancy given, on whose enchanted loom

Present and Past commingle, fruit and bloom

Of one fair bough, inseparably wrought

Into the seamless tapestry of thought.

So charmed, with undeluded eye we see

In history's fragmentary tale

Bright clues of. continuity,

Learn that high, natures over Time prevail,

And feel ourselves a link in that entail

That binds all ages past with all that are to be.